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air, cold and rare, that had pricked him into a
precious awareness of life, when each breath was
vivid and he hardly needed sleep. There on the
borders of Sikkim the wind blew from the snows
and the plains were an insignificant patch below
the rampart hills.
The water came from the ice rivers, there were
streaks of snow on the ground; he had long days
alone with the porters and the headman Passang,
alone on the slopes under a Himalayan sky, and
nights in a rest house solitary in the wind.
It was Catherine, his pale gold girl, clear as the
ice springs and snow winds, who had brought
Rosa into his mind. Rosa haunted him, and now
he knew that to lay the ghost he must tell Cather-
ine, but that childish obstinacy held him.
"You must tell me, Stephen. You must"" The
panic in her voice made him look up sharply.
With Catherine he had always felt inadequate;
with her he was not the gay, conceited Stephen,
he was an awkward boy, too earnestly in love to be
graceful. She made a child of him, and now, with
that childish terror in her words, she was suddenly
the child. He knew that she loved him, she had
come down to him, and at once he soared in the
opposite direction. He grew up. He took her
hand closely into his and began to tell her.
Even now he did not tell it very well. Catherine
could never see Rosa as anything else but a doll,
a little doll of clay that in the end broke into
powder dry as pith; but the strange unfinished
story, the dark child and Echo the dog, the pretty